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TO 

RALPH, 

THE LITTLE COUSIN 

FOR WHOM THESE 

THOUGHTS WERE FIRST 

WRITTEN, 

» 
THEY ARE LOVINGLY DEDICATED 

BY 

"MOLLIE.'* 



PEEFACE. 



Dear Little Ones, 

I come to you with thoughts from the angels, 
your loving guardians. Little children often 
want a little help to go brightly and bravely 
through the day, and this is just what I want 
to give you, by reminding you of our dear Lord's 
words, and of the holy examples of His saints. 

They have two advantages, these little thoughts : 
— ^First, they are very short, and so vnill be easy to 
remember ; and, secondly, they will not take long 
to read, so that they need not hinder you from 
whatever else you have to do. And may they 
help you is the sincere wish of " Ralph's cousin,'* 

*' MOLLIE." 



ANGELS' WHISPEES; 



OB, 



Shaking 9l^otig^t0 for % }fMt ®nr0. 



ANGELS' WHISPERS. 




FIRST MORNING. 

DILIGENCE. 
"Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with all thy might." 

|MipST the ruins of Italica, the ancient 
Seville, which, as you know is the capital of 
Andalusia, in Spain, stands a church, half 
convent, half fortress, where St. Isidore, the patron 
saint of modem Seville, began his studies. He 
was hopelessly stupid and slow, and many times 
he felt as if he could not go on, that he must 
give up learning in despair. One day, however, 
he fell into a brown study, during which his eye 

restiad on an old well, the marble sides of which were 
worn into grooves by the constant friction of the cord 
which let down the bucket. 
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"If a cord can thns indent marble," he thonght, 
" why should not constant stndy and steady perse- 
verance make a lasting impression on the jnind ? " 
He resolved, therefore, to profit by the lesson the old 
well had given him ; and, in due course, he became 
the light of his age and country. His silent teacher 
(the well) is still shown near the south door of the 
church. 

'< Forth in thy name, Lord, 1 go, 

My daily labour to pursue, 
Thee, only Thee, resolved to know. 

In all I think, or speak, or do ; — 
The task thy wisdom hath assigned, 

Oh, let me cheerfully fulfil ; 
In all my works thy presence find, 

And prove thy good and perfect will." 



SECOND MORNING. 

HOLT MASS. 

" Holy, Holy, Holy, is the Lord God of Hosts." 

One night, while the Sisters of her community 
were engaged in prayer, St. Brigid was rapt in 
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ecstasy, and saw the earth and heaven filled with 
youths, who were dressed in garments of angelic 
whiteness. Christ, the King of kings, was enthroned 
on high, whilst the assembled multitude gathered 
round his throne, and entoned the sacred canticle, 
" Holy, Holy, Holy, is the Lord of Hosts.*' Heavenly 
music accompanied this hymn of praise; and the 
angelic choirs re-echoed the respective alleluias. 
This vision filled St. Brigid with spiritual joy ; and, 
at dawn of day its meaning was unfolded to her, 
when the holy bishop, Ibar, came to her cell to offer 
up the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass, in which the King 
of kings, surrounded by myriads of angels, condes- 
cends to come and dwell on our altars ; and those 
scenes are renewed on earth which were represented 
to St. Brigid as occurring in heaven. 

" Holy, Holy, Holy I Lord God Almighty ! 

Early in the morning our song shall rise to Thee ; 
Holy, Holy, Holy! merciful and mighty ! 
God in Three Persons ! Blessed Trinity !" 
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THIRD MORNING. 

GOUBAOE AND CONFIDENCE. 

<* Courage and Confidence ! snch should be our war-cry.'* — 
Ven, Mother Barat, 

Courage and confidence! this, yon know, is the 
watchword of all Children of the Sacred Heart, given 
them by their venerable Mother Foundress, and 
taught by her, more by example than by precept. 
How many times and how much reason she had to be 
downcast and to lose courage and hope ! when the 
cares of the Society, then in its infancy, pressed upon 
her ; and mission after mission in America failed ; 
and she received no tidings from the mother she had 
sent out as Superior Vicar. Yet, through it all, in 
the midst of bodily suffering as well as mental anxiety, 
she had ever the same sweet smile, the same loving 
word of counsel, the same encouraging watchword 
for each and all of her children. And which of us, 
even among those who did not know her, remember- 
ing the bright example of her, the originator under 
God of our happy, happy school life, will not, when 
the spirit sinks and the soul becomes oppressed with 
desolation, return to the battle with renewed strength ; 
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for our courage and our confidence will be placed in 
ELim who knows no change. 

'* Raise thine eyes to heaven 
When thy spirits quail, 
When, by tempests driven, 
Heart and courage fail/' 



FOURTH MORNING. 

REPENTANCE. 

' ' I will arise and go unto my father, and I will say unto him : 
' Father, I have sinned against heaven and before thee, and 
am no more worthy to be called thy son.' " 

A man once had two sons ; the younger was tired 
of living quietly at home ; so he asked his father to 
give him his fortune, and to let him travel about in 
foreign countries. But he was an extravagant young 
man, and soon all his mooey was spent, and he had 
nothing to live upon. Still, he would not let his 
father, who had given him up for dead, know of his 
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distress ; then famine came on in the land to which 
he had gone ; and, being nearly starved he went and 
begged one of the citizens to employ him as his swine- 
herd, but even here he got scarcely anything to live 
upon ; and at last, censuring his pride and reasoning 
with himself, he resolved to return to his father's 
house, in which were numbers of hired servants, 
while he, that father's son, was perishing with hunger. 
So he rose up and went to his own land, and, while 
he was a great way off, his father saw him ; and being 
moved with compassion, he ran and embraced him, 
and ordered the fatted calf to be killed, and the whole 
house to rejoice. 

And don't you think that this is something like 
what our Blessed Lord does when we return from 
our evil ways, and try to serve Him ? 

** Our sins are manifold and sore ! 
But spare, Thou, them who sin deplore. 
Repentant now, we seek thy face ; 
Impai-t to us thy pardoning grace.'* 
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FIFTH MORNING. 

THE INYITATION. 

** Suffer little children to come unto me, and forbid them not, 
for of such is the kingdom of heaven." 

There was a crowd assembled; each, one pressed 
against his neighbonr, and all were intently listening 

to the words of Him who sat in their midst, for it was 

Jesns. Behind stood the disciples ; and, presently, 

some women, fnll of a holy boldness and an earnest 

longing, elbowed their way throngh the mnltitude. In 

their arms they bore their little children ; and, gaining 

the inner circle of the dense gathering, "they besonght 

Jesns to bless their little ones.'* Bnt the disciples of 

onr Lord did not like this, and wanted to send the 

women away, for they thonght that Jesus was weary 

after preaching all day long ; and so his hodn/ was 

tired, bnt, oh, not his longing, loving heart ; and, 

instead of letting them tarn back the faithful mothers, 

He rebuked his disciples, and commanded that nobody 

should "forbid" little children to come to Him. 

And why? Simply because "of such" — of little 

ones with pure, simple, loving hearts — of such is the 
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kingdom of heaven. And then wnat followed yon 
sliall hear to-morrow. 

" I think, when I read that sweet story of old, 
When Jesus was here among men. 
How He called little children, like lambs, to his Fold ; — 
I should like to have been with Him then." 



SIXTH MORNING. 

THE BLESSING. 

" He took them up in his arms, and laid his hands upon 
them, and blessed them." 

Cannot yon jnst imagine that scene to yourself P — 
Jesns sitting on the sea- shore, and the people gather- 
ing ronnd Him, with the little children and their 
mothers in the midst, while the sun was sinking to 
rest, in all his golden glory. 

Oh, what a moment it was for those little ones 
when He took them np in his arms, and laid his hands 
upon them, and blessed them ; and how close they 
lay to his Sacred Heart, and how tenderly He folded 
them in his sheltering arms I 
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I miglit tell you that the same thing can happen 
to yon now ; but I am afraid that a great many of 
yon have not yet made yonr First Holy Gommnnion, 
and until then you cannot know who and what " Jesus" 
is. When that happy day arrives, though, you will 
be folded even more closely to his Heart than those 
children of old were : for He will come to dwell within 
you ; and this last these little ones never had. So 
you see that ours is the "better part ;" let us pray, 
then, that it may " not be taken away from us." 

" Holy Saviour ! who in meekness 
Didst vouchsafe a Child to be, 
Guide thy children, help their weakness ; — 
Sless and make them like to Thee.*' 



SEVENTH MORNING. 

UNSELFISHN£SS. 

" I came not to be ministered unto, but to minister." 

St. John, the patriarch of Constantinople, and 
justly sumamed the " Almsgiver," was so charitable 
to the poor, that in order to relieve their wants he 
had reduced himself to extreme poverty. He had 
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only a straw paillasse for a bed, with an old torn 

blanket, and one of the richest persons in the town, 

touched with his unselfishness, gave him a bed and 

bedding which had cost thirty-six silver pieces, and 

begged him to use it for his sake. And St. John 

promised to do so ; but the thought of thirty-six pieces 

of silver applied to a single purpose, while he could 

have reHeved so many poor people with the same 

amount, troubled and tormented him all night long. 

He tutned over in his mind all the kinds of need and 

misery with which he was so well acquainted, and 

thought how he could best get rid of his new bed, so 

that he never closed his eyes. Next morning he went 

and sold the new blanket and gave the price to the 

poor. The citizen who had given it to him, bought it 

again and returned it to him. The loving pastor sold, 

it a second and a third time, and at last said to the 

pious person who always had it brought back to him, 

" We shall see who will get tired first ! *' 

I daresay you guess that after that the citizen did 

not repeat the present. 

" Let grace our selfishness expel, 
Our earthliness refine ; 
And kindness in our bosoms dwell 
As free, as true as Thine." 



Angel£ WTiispers, 13 

EiaHTH MORNING. 

god's WATCHrULNESS. 

" Thou, God, seestme.** 

In the days of old, thousands of years before our 
Blessed Lord was bom, there lived a great patriarch 
named Abraham, and, as was customary at that time, 
he had two wives. He loved them both, I daresay, 
only it is quite clear that he loved Sara better than 
Hagar ; but Sara would not believe this, and tor- 
mented herself imagining that Abraham loved Hagar 
better because she had a little son, while she herself 
was childless. However, God, in due time, gave her 
a little boy also, and now she became jealous because 
she thought Abraham would surely leave all his great 
possessions to Ishmael, Hagar's son. So to pacify 
her, Abraham determined to send away Hagar. Very 
early one morning, then, he arose, and taking a bottle 
of water and some bread, he gave them to Hagar, and 
told her to go away. And she obediently did as he 
desired her. But she was only a weak woman after 
all, and not knowing what to do, she wandered into 
the desert, and as you may believe, her slender pro- 
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vision of bread and water was soon reduced to nothing. 
Then little Ishmael cried for a drink, and the poor 
mother, wretched at seeing her Httle son's thirst, was 
tempted to kill him ; bnt Almighty God helped her 
to overcome the temptation, and she said : '^ I will 
not do this wickedness, for Thou, God, seest me." Then 
she went a little way from the place where she had 
laid Ishmael, that she might not have the anguish of 
seeing him - die. But an angel came and comforted 
her, and gave her a bottle of water, and promised that 
hj^r son should be the father of a great people. 

Thus, then. Almighty God always rewards us when 
we resist a temptation for His sake. 

'* Let all thy convene be sincere, 

Thj conscience as the noon-day clear ; 
Think how all-seeing God surveys 
Thy secret thoughts, thy works, thy ways.** 



NINTH MORNING. 

BROTHEBLT LOVE. 
"Little children, love one another.** 
When St. Bernard first thought of founding his 
Order he had great trouble in getting his father's 
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permission to leave the world. Bnt his pathetic 
eloquence, and the grace of Ood, at last overcame 
all obstacles, and he obtained leave, not only to conse- 
crate himself to the Almighty, bnt for all his brothers 
except the youngest, "who, it was agreed, should 
remain at home to be a comfort to his father in his 
old age. First the five brothers retired to Ch&tillon- 
sur-Seine, and lived like secular persons for about six 
months. When this first novitiate was passed, the 
moment to consummate their sacrifice arrived, and 
they all prepared to go to Citeaux. 

With this intention, then, they went to their father 
to receive his benediction, and just as they were 
leaving the house, Guy, the eldest of the family, 
perceived his youngest brother, Moard, playing in the 
street with some children of his own age. " Good- 
bye, my little brother," said he ; " you are now the 
only heir of the family ; you will have all o.ur wealth 
and our land." 

" What ! " replied the child, with a wisdom above 
his years, "you are taking heaven for yourselves and 
leaving the earth for me — the shares are too un- 
equal ! " As had been arranged, Moard remained at 
home until he was old enough to follow his brothers 
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into their holy retreat, and then neither parent nor 
friends could prevent him joining those whom he 
envied so mnch. I wish that the jealonsy which so 
often reigns between brothers had always so praise- 
worthy an object, don't you ? 

"We pray for childlike hearts, 
For gentle, holy love, 
For strength to do thy will below, 
As angels do above." 



TENTH MORNING. - 

TRUSTFULNESS. 
'* In quietness and in confidence shall be your strength." 

" One day a great storm raged round the monastery 
in which St. Thomas Aquinas was a monk. Every- 
body was terrified, and even the brethren all ran to 
the vaults under the cloister to seek a shelter. The 
roof creaked, as if it would fall the next moment, and 
the walls shook and swayed and were beaten by the 
storm. But he, the Angelic Doctor, the inspired singer of 
the Eucharist y hastened where his heart always turned, 
and running to the church, mounted the altar, and 
twining his arms round the tabernacle, with his 
venerable head resting against the prison of love, 
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where his Love reposed, awaited in that affectionate 
posture the end of the tempest." 

Oh, if we but knew how to love ! If we bat had 
the quietness and confidence of St. Thomas and knew 
wherein lay his strength! If we could always fly at 
the first sounds of the storm to shelter ourselves in 
the loving heart of our most loving Jesus ! 

"Brave guilt is the thing for thee, 
Chiding thy scrupulous fears ; 
Learn to be real, from the thought 
Of the eternal years.*' 



ELEVENTH MORNING. 

DEVOTION. 
" Jesus, Mary, Joseph." 

What is your favourite devotion, I wonder ? Per- 
haps for the Holy Family : so I will take that as the 
most likely. Now, just look at those three sweetest 
of names, Jesus, Mary, Joseph. There are only five 
letters in each, for the ph in Joseph is really an/, and 
this thought brings to mind so many things connected 
with the number five. David took five stones when 
he went to fight against Goliath of Gath, and you 

8 
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remember how he killed him. The publican who 
emote his breast had only five words wherewith to 
ask pardon of Grod, Miserere mei, Bomine, miserere 
mei. In the institution of the Blessed Sacrament, 
our Lord prononnced^ve words, Hoc est enim corpus 
mevm. The mystery of the Incarnation was accom- 
plished in the Blessed Virgin by five words, Et 
concepit de Spiritu Sancto. There are a thousand 
titles by which we might call St. Joseph, but sweetest 
of all to you is his name of "Patron of little children.*' 

And as for the Blessed Virgin, our most Holy Mother, 
the way in which we can please her best, is by often 
saying the Bosary, and by always wearing her scapu- 
lars. But for our Lord we must reserve our heart's 
best love, " the love of preference," which He will 
give to no one else. Lastly, we must not for- 
get our dear guardian angel, who guides us and 

• 

shields us from so many dangers. With St. 
Alphonsus, then, I would say to you, " pray, pray, 



pray 



" Jesus, Mary, Joseph, bide, 
With my good angel at my sidei 
When death shall come for me. 
And thou, my patron, in that day, 
Bear my free spirit far away, 
Leaning, dear saint, on thee." 
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TWELFTH MORNING. 

THE BATTLE. 

** Be not overcome of evil, but overcome evil with good.** 

Wlien Saul was King of Israel, they bronght him 
the news that there was a great giant called Goliath 
of Gath, who had declared himself the champion or 
leader of Sanl's enemies. Now this made the king 
very uneasy, for he knew that in all his great army 
there was not one who would fight against much less 
overcome the giant. At last, a youth with a beautiful 
ruddy countenance, offered himself to fight the chal- 
lenge, and Saul, firmly believing that David, the young 
lad who had presented himself^ would be brought 
back dead, reluctantly consented to let him " try."- 
But David's hope and trust were in the Lord God of 
Israel, and taking five smooth stones from the brook, 
and his shepherd's sling, he set out to kill Goliath of 
Gath. And you can imagine how indignant the giant 
was to see such astripling coming out to fight him ; but 
before he could finish his disdainful sentence, a stone 
from David's sling had laid him low, and a second 
had killed him ; and David, running, cut off his head 
and brought it back as a trophy to King Saul. 
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And do you not think we may apply this story 
thus: that Goliath is our three great enemies — the 
world, the flesh, and the devil — ^and that we who fight 
in the name of Jesus, shall overcome them, and 
coming, offer our victory to our great King and 
Master ? 



** When deep within our swelling hearts 

The thoughts of pride and anger rise, 
When bitter words are on our tongues, 

And tears of passion in our eyes, 
Then we may stay the angry blow, 

Then we may check the hasty word. 
Give gentle answers back again, 

And fight 9 battle for our Lord/' 



THIRTEENTH MORNDTG. 
ITE AD JOSEPH — " Go to St. Joseph 



»» 



The little anecdote I am going to tell you is a 
touching example of simple confidence in St. Joseph, 
and of the great saint's care of those who trust in 
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him : — " There was a child of the Sacred Heart many 
years ago, who was exceedingly timid, and who had 

great difficulties with her lessons ; for she was not so 
bright or clever as some of her companions. But 
the examinations came on, and Marie Th^r^se pro- 
tested over and over again to her class-mistress that 

she could not pass them; but Madame C told 

her there was no help for it, and that she must do 
her best. What, then, was the mother's surprise, 
when the class was called up, to hear Marie Therese 
answering, not only as well, but hetterj than every- 
one else. Madame C . could not understand it ; 

and, before the child could regain her place after the 
examination, she beckoned to her to follow her from 
the room. 

" But, Marie Th^r&se, my child," cried the nun, 
" what on earth happened to you that you answered 
so well P " 

" There's my secret, Mother," answered the child, 
simply ; and, undoing the button of her glove, which 
she had not had time to remove, she disclosed a tiny 
statue of St. Joseph, and a bit of paper, on which 
were written all the questions, without a single 
exception, that had fallen to her; '^I begged St. 
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Joseph that I might have those questions, and yon 
see how he answered me ! " 

" Mother of Jesus, bless — 

And bless, ye saints on high, 
All meek and simple souls 
That to St. Joseph cry." 



FOURTEENTH MORNING. 

ENCOURAGEMENT. 
•* Fear not : only believe." 

When onp Blessed Saviour was on earth, He per- 
formed many miracles. At one time there came to 
Him a man named Jaims, a ruler of the synagogue. 
This man's daughter was very ill, and Jairus begged 
our Lord to cure her. 

On his way to the ruler's house, a woman, who 
had been long sick, and for whom the doctors could 
do nothing, approached our Divine Redeemer, and, 
touching the hem of his dress, she was made quite 
well. 

Before they reached the house, a servant met them, 
and* told the ruler that his daughter was already dead, 
and that he need not trouble our Lord any further. 
But Jesus said to him: "Fear not: only believe." 
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Wlien they came to the hoase, they found a great 
crowd there, who were weeping over the dead girl. 
Onr Lord entered, and said : " The maid is not dead, 
but sleepeth." The people then began to langh at 
Him, for they knew too well that the child was dead. 
Jesns then bade his disciples go away, except three; 
and taking these with Him, and the parents of the 
girl, He went into the room where she lay ; and, going 
np to her, he took her by the hand, saying : "Young 
maid, I say unto thee, arise ;*' and immediately she 
arose and walked. 

** But the Lord doth nought amiss ; 
And, since He hath ordered this, 
We have nought to do but still 
Rest in silence on his will." 



FIFTEENTH MORNING. 

REDEEMING THE TIME. 

" While we have time, let us do good : redeeming the time, 
because the days are evil.'' 

One day, while Fernandez, one of St. Francis 
Xavier's companions, was preaching in the town of 
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Amangnehi, a low-bom churl came near as if to speak 

to him, and spat in his face. The missionary, withont 

a word, or showing the slightest annoyance, took ont 

his handkerchief, and wiped away the filth, while he 

quietly went on with his sermon. Everybody was 

surprised at such heroic patience ; and those whom 

such an insult had made laugh at first were iseized 

with admiration. One of the most learned doctors 

of the town, who was present, after having thought 

over what he had seen, said to himself : " This stranger 

is quite right in saying that the doctrine which he 

preaches is heavenly. A law which inspires such 

courage, such largeness of soul, and which gives one 

such complete victory over self, can only come from 

heaven." The sermon ended, he confessed that the 

virtue of the preacher had deeply touched him ; and 

he asked and received solemn baptism afterwards. 

This remarkable conversion was followed by a great 

number of others, and shows that good examples 

make far more impression than the most elaborate 

sermons. 

**Mo8t merciful, forgive the past — 

The sins which we deplore ; — 

Thy sheltering arms around us cast, 

That we may sin no more," 
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SIXTEENTH MORNING. 

THE ACCEPTED TIME. 

"Now is the accepted time, now is the day of salvation." 

You all know how many people St. Panl converted, 
by his preaching, don't you P Still there were a few 
that even his eloquent words and earnest manner could 
not touch : " Their hearts were hardened and their eyes 
were blinded, that they could not see, and be converted, 
and Hve." And one of these was King Agrippa. 
He had come to Jerusalem with his wife, Bemice, 
probably for some great feast, or to visit Felix, the 
Roman governor ; and the latter, thinking to please 
him, called forth St. Paul out of his prison, and 
ordered him to defend himseK before the assembled 
multitude. You can imagine that scene, can't you P 
The great apostle, all covered with iron chains, and 
speaking so fervently of Jesus, whom he loved so 
dearly. Then King Agrippa was so much impressed 
with what he said, that he exclaimed : '^ Almost thou 
persuadest me to be a Christian." And Felix, the 
Boman governor, gave him almost the same answer, 
when he said : " Go thy way now : I will hear thee 
another day.'' But that was the accepted day for them ; 
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and it is doubtful whether our Lord ever renewed 
their chance. 

** Lo ! now is oiir accepted day, 
The time for purging sins away, 
The sins of thought, and deed, and word. 
That we have done against the Lord." 



SEVENTEENTH MORNING. 

PRATER. 
"Pray without ceasing.'' 

Will yon forgive me, I wgnder, if I deprive yon 
this morning of a little story, and talk to yon abont 
prayer ? It is only that I want yon to be attentive 
when yon pray, and not to mnmble over a set form of 
words, which have no meaning, because we are not 
thinking of what we say. Our lips move then, it is 
true, but not like those of Hannah, the mother of the 
prophet Samuel, who prayed so fervently for a little 
son, and whom the high-priest so rashly judged ; but 
like the Jews, whom Almighty God reproached with 
their hearts being far from Him. It is not wonderful 
then, is it, that sometimes no answer seems to come 
to our prayers P We cry, like the prophet David, 
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" Give ear to my words, O Lord ! hearken, to tlie voice 
of my cry:" but at the same time our minds are 
wandering ofE to fifty other subjects, which have 
nothing at all to do with our petition. We ask God to 
listen to us ; bat we will not listen to Him. How, 
then, can we hope He will answer us ? Often we 
do not even listen to ourselves, or understand our 
own words ! Let us, then, above all blessings, implore 
"the gift of prayer, saying, like the apostles, " Lord, 
teach us to pray." 

<*Bestraining prayer, we cease to fight : 
Prayer makes the Christian's armour bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees." 



EIGHTEENTH MORNING. 

TACT. 

'< He hath given me the tongue of the learned, that I should 
speak a word in season to him that is weary." 

St. Dorothy was ojie of the martyrs who suffered 
a great deal for our Lord. Apricius, the wicked 
Roman, who accused her of being a Christian, tried 
every means in his power to induce her to give up 
her faith. First, he got two sisters who had once 
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been Christians, but who had given np tlieir faith, to 
come to do all they could to mal;e St. Dorothy do 
the same. But, instead of their perverting her, she 
converted them, and they became martyrs in their 
turn. Then, as she was just about to be beheaded, 
a lawyer of the city, whose hatred of the Christians 
was well known, sent and asked her to give him 
some of the beautiful flowers which grew in the 
garden of her Spouse; — ^for St. Dorothy had said 
that, meaning Jesus Christ ; — and she, quite sure that 
Jesus would help her, promised to do so. Just then, 
as the headsman was about to let fall his sword, a 
shining little angel stood beside the saint with a 
basket of beautiful flowers and fruit in his hand; 
and St. Dorothy told him to take them to the lawyer 
who had asked her for them. And this was the 
means of converting him; so that he, too, died a 
martyr. Such power had St. Dorothy with her 
tongue to turn sinners to Jesus Christ. 

'* Oh; give thine own sweet rest to me, 
That I may speak with soothing power 
A word in season, as from Thee, 
To weary ones in needful hour," 
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NINETEENTH MORNING. 

SACBrFICE. 

** Take now thy son, thine only son Isaac, whom thou lovest ; 
. . . and offer him for a sacrifice. ** 

It was to Abraham, the " friend of God," to whom 
this hard cominand was given— the sacrifice of that 
whicli he loved best on earth — ^the life of his only- 
son ! And yet he obeyed unhesitatingly, and with- 
out a murmur, firmly believing that it was for his 
and Isaac's good that Almighty God decreed this 
thing. That very same night in which the Divine 
Will was revealed to him, he rose up, saddled his ass, 
taking with, him two young men and Isaac, his dearly- 
loved son. Then lie cut wood for the sacrifice ; and, 
when all was ready, the little band set forth on their 
way to the place God had commanded Abraham. 
Three whole days they journeyed, and how sorrowful 
was the father's heart that long, weary way ; and 
when the place — ^the Mount Moriah — came in sight, 
Abraham said to the two young men : — " Tarry ye 
here, while I and the lad go and worship yonder." 
But Isaac was surprised that his father had brought 
no lamb for the sacrifice, and curiosity made him 
inquire. Then Abraham answered: **God will 
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provide Himself a holocaust, my son." Presently 
they reached the brow of the hill ; and when Abraham 
had prepared the altar, and laid the wood upon it, he 
took Isaac, an unresisting and willing victim, and 
held up his sword to slay him. But it was enough ; 
Almighty God was satisfied, and showing his faithful 
servant a ram caught in the thicket. He conimanded 
it to be burnt in Isaac^s stead. 

*' See the destined day arise ! 
See, a willing sacrifice, 
Jesus, to redeem our loss, 
Hangs upon the shameful cross ! 
Holy Jesus ! grant us grace, 
In that sacrifice to place— 
All my trust for life renewed. 
Pardoned sin and promised good.'' 



TWENTIETH MORNING. 

OBEDIENCE. 

" Behold, to obey is better than sacrifice, and to hearken than 
the fat of rams." 

Before our Blessed Lord came down on earth, it 
was the custom of the ancient Jews to offer sacrifice 
to Almighty God to obtain great favours ; and in this 
they typified or shadowed forth the great sacrifice 
which Jesus consummated on Mount Calvary. But 
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in tlie days of Samuel, the great prophet, Sanl, who 
was then King of Israel, went out to fight against 
some of the neighbouring tribes. He was anxious to 
gain the victory, and for this he sent to Samuel, 
begging him to come and offer sacrifice for his success ; 
and the prophet sent word that he would come on 
such a day, and at such a time, and enjoining the 
king not to let anyone make the offering in his stead. 
But Saul got impatient; his enemies pressed upon 
him on every side, and, fearful that Samuel had for- 
gotten his promise, he took of the first-fruits of the 
flock and offered ; then the battle began, and Samuel, 
arriving just at its close, asked Saul why he had not 
waited for him. And Saul, full of shame, was obliged 
to tell what he had done. Then Samuel told him 
that for this act of disobedience he should be no 
longer king, and that even then Almighty God had 
appointed another to fill his place; *'for," said he, 
" to obey is better than sacrifice, and to hearken than 
the fat of rams." 

'* And through all Christ's wondrous childhood, 

He would honour, and obey, 
Love, and watch, the lowly maiden 

In whose gentle arms de lay : 
Christian children all must be 

Mild, obedient, good as He." 
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TWENTY-FIEST MORNING. 

THE RICH TOUNO MAN. 
'* And Jesus beholding him, loved him." 

Just after our Lord had blessed little children. He 
went away from that town ; and there came to Him, 
as He journeyed, a yonng man who wa^ very rich and 
also very anxious to do what was right. And he 
said to Jesns : — ** Good Master, what mnst I do that 
I may inherit eternal life ?" and Jesns, just to try 
him, said: — "Why callest thou me good; none is 
good save God. But if thou wilt enter into life, keep 
the commandments." And the young man, who, as 
I told you, was very earnest, answered: — ^"1 have 
kept them all from my youth up : what yet is want- 
ing to me?" And Jesus, seeing he was seeking 
after perfection, said : — " If you wilt be perfect, go 
sell what thou hast and give to the poor, and thou 
shalt have treasure in heaven ; and come, follow me." 
The Holy Scripture adds just two little words more : 
" And," it says, " this saying made the young man 
very sorrowful, for he had great possessions." '* And 
Jesus, beholding him, lov^d him." It does not add 
whether afterwards he was quite converted ; but let 
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us hope tliat he was, and ever show ourselves more 
generous than he was in the first instance. 

" We lose what on ourselves we spend ; 
We have as treasure without end 
Whatever, Lord, to Thee we lend, 

Who givest all." 



TWENTY-SECOND MORNING, 

GENEROSITY. 

'*It is more hlessed to give than to receive." 

In the sixteenth century, an Augustinian monk 
accompanied Sebastian, King of Portugal, in his 
crusade against the African Moors. The business 
of Father Thomas of Jesus, however, was not to fight 
but to nurse the sick and tend the wounded ; and he 
had yet another design in joining that war-train. 
The Christian slaves were groaning under Moorish 
tyranny : many of them, from sheer despair, had given 
up their faith, and others were on the point of doing 
so. Father Thomas then thought that if he could 
join them (for he could not release them) he might 
by sharing in their sufferings, strengthen them in the 
faith, and preserve them from the terrible danger of 

9 
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apostasy. Therefore, he went with Sebastian with 
the firm determination to be taken captive, and to 
embrace that most terrible life : and he sncceeded in 
his design. Time passed on ; the conversions Father 
Thomas brought about were countless, — effected, as 
they were, amid the most awful bodily sufferings, 
and soul discouragements. Four years had come and 
gone, and his sister, the Countess of Linares, had 
collected the sum necessary for his ransom ; for she 
imagined that Father Thomas had really been taken 
prisoner, and not that he had thrown himself into 
the hands of the Moors. One evening, then, the 
Moor whose slave he was, told him he was free, that 
his ransom had been paid, and that he could go where 
he chose. At first nature asserted itself, and he was 
glad — glad at the thought of seeing Portugal and 
home again — glad to get back to his dear convent of 
" Our Lady of Grace." But generosity overcame 
nature : " And my captive brethren ?" he murmured. 
" Portugal and the world can do without me ; but, 
here in the Sagena (the prison) I have children, and 
they have none but me." And forthwith his resolu- 
tion was taken. 

On the following Saturday a little group stood on 
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the quay, and Father Thomas in its midst. A little 
boat lay waiting on the foot of the pier for the released 
prisoner, whom it was to convey to the Spanish 
merchantman abont to set sail for home ; but it was 
not Father Thomas who descended to it. "Farewell, 
my children," he said, to two of those who stood by 
his side ; " God has sent yon liberty, to use for Him 
and for his glory ; and when you hear the welcome 
of the home-voices, forget not the brethren whom 
you have left behind you.*' 

A minute after, and the little boat was on its 
way to the vessel, bearing two ransomed captives, 
while their deliverer stood where they had left him, 
with a beating heart. Nature made itself felt, that 
he might have the merit of his sacrifice ; and as the 
vessel disappeared from view, his eyes filled witb tears, 
and his heart overflowed with a yearning to follow 
in liis homeward track. 

'* Grant ns hearts, dear Lord, to yield Thee — 
Gladly, freely of thine own; 
With the annshine of thy goodness 

Melt our thankless hearts of stone ; 
Till our cold and selfish natures, 
Warmed by Thee, at length believe 
. That more happy and more blessed 
'Tis to give than to receive. 
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TWENTY-THIRD MORNINa. 

MERCY. 

** Confirm the feeble knees, and hold up the hands which 
hang down." 

You all know that St. Cecilia is the patroness of 

music P But it is not so much for that that she is 

beloved and venerated, as for her kindness, and 

charity, and timely help to all those who came near 

her. It would be impossible to tell how many persons 

she was the means of converting in her short, pure 

life. First, she led her husband. Valerian, to Jesus 

and he led his brother, Tiburtius ; and in course of 

time they confessed their faith by martyrdom. At 

last, when St. Cecilia made a very open profession 

of her religion, making public conversions, visiting 

the Christians who were in prison, and burying those 

who were put to death, she soon became the talk of 

Rome ; and Turcius Almachius, the governor, was 

forced to notice her conduct. So he sent ojQicers to 

her house to call on her to sacrifice to the gods. But 

St. Cecilia spoke so fervently and so forcibly to 

these men, that they cried out with one voice: — "We 

believe that Christ the Son of God, whose servant you 

are, is the only true God." Then she sent them back 
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to Almachius to say that she was ready to die, only 
asking for a short delay, which she employed in 
haying these officers baptised — their number being 
no less than four hundred, and among them many 
persons of rank. 

** Oh, strengthen me, that while I stand 
Firm on the rock and strong in Thee, 
I may stretch out a loving hand 
To wrestlers with the troubled sea." 



TWENTY-FOURTH MORNING. 

SEED-TIME AND HARVEST. 
" They that sow in tears shall reap in joy.*' 

St. Gregory, Bishop of Neoc89sarea, in Pontns, was 
called Thaumaturgns, or the Wonder-worker, on 
account of the great number of miracles he worked. 

When first he was sent to his charge, he was very 
grieved to find only seventeen Christians in his new 
diocese, all the rest being pagans. This state of 
affairs cost him many tears and prayers; and he 
laboured so hard in preaching the Gospel, and was so 
successful in making converts, that at the time of his 
death there were only seventeen pagans inhis diocese! 
During the sixth persecution, under Maximus, he 
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advised his people to save themselves by flight, and 
he himself set them the example. A deacon accom- 
panied him to a rockj mountain, and there the 
persecutors sought them high and low, but without 
the slightest success. As soon as St. Gregory saw 
them coming he desired the deacon to join him in 
prayer, and to place all his confidence in God. Their 
pursuers came close to them, they even touched him ; 
but they passed on ; for God had blinded them, so that 
they could not recognise him. When they were gone 
back to the town, they said they had seen nothing but 
two trees growing very near each other ; and the 
pagan who had been their guide, returning to the 
spot where they had seen the two trees growing, 
found Gregory and the deacon praying. He threw 
himself at their feet, and, being converted, became 
the companion of their flight. 

" We bear the burden of the day, 

And often toil seems dreary ; 
But labour ends with sunset ray, 

And rest comes for the weary ; 
May we, the angel reaping o*er, 
Stand at the last accepted — 

Christ's golden sheaves for evermore, 
To gamers bright elected." 
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TWENTY-FIFTH MOBNING. 

SILENCE. 
*' Set a watch, Lord, before my mouth ; and keep the 
door of my lips that I offend not with my tongue." 

When St. Vincent de Paul was living at Marseilles 
as a servant, the judge whom he served went out one 
day without having locked up his money, and when 
he returned he found he had been robbed of four 
hundred crowns. He accused St. Vincent of the 
theft, and began to tell all his friends and acquaint- 
ances of the disgraceful thing he had done. The 
saint simply denied the fact, saying quietly, "God 
knows the truth." During the six years which this 
calumny lasted, he never said the least thing to defend 
himself, and never let the slightest complaint escape 
him. At last the real robber was caught for some 
new crime, and weary with the reproaches of his 
evil conscience, he sent for the judge whom he had 
wronged, and told him that it was he who had stolen 
the money, and that the servant of God was innocent 
of the crime of which they accused him. 

St. Vincent, long years afterwards, used to relate 
this story, but using a strange name to his priests, to 
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show tHem that patience, resignation, and a humble 
silence, are generally the best proofs of innocence. 

*' May we restrain Our tongaes from strife 
And shield from anger's sin our life, 
And guard with watchful care our eyes 
From earth's absorbing vanities." 



TWENTY-SIXTH MORNING. 

THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD. 

<' Thy word is a lamp unto my feet, and a light unto my 
paths.*' 

St. Cecilia was born in Rome. Her parents were 
pagans, but she was brought up from her earliest 
childhood as a Christian, and as soon as she was old 
enough to reflect at all, the thoughts of the great 
difference between her and her father and mother, 
made her very sad, for not one in that great house- 
hold, not even her mother, could understand or 
sympathise with her. So she would often slip away 
from her young companions, and shutting herself up 
alone in her room, weep at her lonely fate. At last 
the Holy Spirit Himself began to comfort her ; for 
He led her to ask herself the reason why those around 
her were not like her. And thus she became con- 
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vinped tliat it was because God loved her, and had 
chosen her for his own child; and a sweet voice 
within her seemed to tell her that He was inviting 
her to throw herself into his everlasting arms, and to 
confide to Him the sorrows of her inmost heart. From 
this time Cecilia was an altered being. She had 
but one thought — to know the will of God 5 but one 
desire — to love and serve Jesus more and more each 
day. She spent her time in the church, kneeling 
before the silver dove in which the Blessed Sacra- 
ment was kept hanging over the altar, or feeding or 
clothing the poor, or studying the holy Gospel which 
told about Him. And when her parents called her 
away, and she was obliged to leave her devotions, she 
used to lay her precious book in the fold of her dress 
and press it lovingly to her heart in token of her 
adoration of his life-giving words. 

" Lord thy word abideth, 
And our footsteps gaideth ; 
Who its truth believeth, 
Light and joy receiveth ; 
When the storms are o*er us, 
And dark clouds before us, 
Then its light directeth, 
And our way protecteth.'* 
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TWENTY-SEVENTH MORNING. 

SINCERITY. 

" Help US this and every day to live more nearly as we 



pray 



)) 



There was once a very holy French bishop, Mon- 
seigneur d* Amiens, and one day, being very witty 
as well as saintly, he asked a certain celebrated 
preacber, if he " did bis sermons himself/* The priest 
looked npon this question almost as an insult, and 
gave tbe bishop to understand that he was not in the 
habit of appropriating the productions of other 
people. 

" But that is not what I mean," said Monseigneur, 
" I ask you if you practise what you preach. Because 
that is what I call doing sermons one's self.*' 

And indeed this is the most useful way that one can 
either preacb or pray, by trying to live faithfully up 
to the words we utter ; and it was so that this holy 
bishop of Amiens made his sermons and prayers. 

** Only, Lord, in thy dear love, 
Fit us for perfect rest above ; 
And help us this and every day, 
To live more nearly as we pray." 
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TWENTY-EIGHTH MORNING. 

ZEAL FOR god's HOUSE. 

** For I have loved, O Lord, the beauty of thy housei and the 
place where thine honour dwelleth.'* 

A poor old Chinaman came one day to a missionary 
and told liim how much, he shonld like to see a Chris- 
tian Church in his native village. The priest praised 
his zeal, but told him it would be utterly impossible 
to do such a thing, because he had no money ; that, 
as the village was large, there must be a church as 
large as the one in the adjoining town, and that that 
would cost at least two thousand crowns. " But I 
mean to pay for it myself," said the peasant. The 
priest was naturally surprised to hear him talk so, and 
again told him, that although he might help by small 
donations to compass his desire, he could never do it 
alone. "Excuse me,'* replied the old man; **if I 
had not thought I could manage it, I should never 
have pressed my request so far. I have the two 
thousand crowns ready." The priest was charmed 
at the prospect, and asked the Chinaman how he had 
collected so much money. How surprised he was then 
to hear that the old man had been saving for forty 
years, denying himself in food and clothing, and only 
taking that which was absolutely necessary so that he 
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might have the consolation before he died of leaving a 
church in his native village dedicated to the honour 
and glory of Grod. 

*• We love the place, O God, 

Wherein thine honour dwells ; 
The joy of thine abode. 

All earthly joy excels. 
Lord Jesus, give us grace, 

On earth to love Thee more. 
In heaven to see thy face. 

And with thy saints adore." 



TWENTr-NINTH MORNING. 

CONVERSION OF ST. PAUL. 

*< Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou me ? It is hard for thee 
to kick against the pricks^ " 

A few days after the cruel death of the first martyr 
St. Stephen, a young man named Saul, whose hatred 
of the Christians was known to everybody, asked 
letters from the high-priest ordering a fierce persecu- 
tion to begin in Damascus. Thus, he obtained per- 
mission to bring, bound to Jerusalem, any men or 
women who were followers of Jesus. But just as he 
reached the city to which he was journeying, a great 
light shone from heaven, and a voice cried : " Saul, 
Saul, why persecutest thou me ? " and the young 
man, trembling from fear, answered, "Who art 
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tlion, Lord ? " and the voice answered, " I am Jesus, 
wliom tHou persecutest. It is hard for thee to kick 
against the pricks." And Satd, astonished, said, 
'* Lord, what wilt Thou have me to do ? " Then Jesus 
bade him continue on kis way to Damascus, and when 
there, that a disciple named Ananias would tell him 
what to do. But when Ananias heard to whom he 
was to go, he said he knew what manner of man Saul 
was, and how he persecuted the Christians. But our 
Lord answered that he was a chosen vessel to carry 
his name before the Gentiles. This, then, was our 
great St. Paul, the Apostle of the Grentiles. 

<* Lord, teach thy Church the lesson, 

Still in her darkest hour 
Of weakness and of danger, 

To trust thy hidden power : 
Thy grace, by ways mysterious, 

The wrath of man can bind, 
And in thy boldest f oeman 

Thy chosen saint can find." 



THIRTIETH MORNING. 

JESUS' DISCIPLES. 

*' He that will be my disciple, let him take us his cross and 
follow me." 

One of the converts whom St. Peter made at Rome 
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was a young nobleman called Nazarius. St, Peter, 
after he liad baptised him, sent him to preach the 
Gospel in France, or Graul, as that country was then 
called. One day, a lady of high rank, whose name 
was Marianilla, came to see him, and brought him a 
beautiful child, who was her son, and who she was 
come to give to Nazarius. Nobody knows exactly 
what made her do so ; but one thing is certain, that 
her little boy was the most precious thing she had in 
the world, and she wished to give him to Jesus. So 
she took him to Nazarius, and putting his little hand 
in that of the saint, she said, " My father, I give you 
this child in charge for Jesus." And Nazarius, 
accepting the gift, baptised the little boy by the 
name of Celsus. JFrom that time, Celsus never left 
Nazarius, but wandered about with him in all his 
preachings, and helped him in his feeble little way in 
his works of charity. The life he led now was very 
different from that he was used to at home : often he 
had not enough to eat ; his warm clothes wore out, 
and his shoes dropped off his feet. In winter he was 
drenched with rain and frozen with cold, and in 
summer he was scorched by the burning rays of the 
sun. It would have been no wonder, then, if he had 
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sometimes longed for and regretted the comfort and 

luxnry of his former home. But the saint never even 

thotight of such a thing. He had given himseK to 

Jesus, and he was determined to take up his cross and 

follow Him until he gained his martyr's crown by 

being beheaded by the order of the cruel tyrant Nero, 

Emperor of Rome. 

<* There's not a child so small and weak 
But has his little cross to take 
His little work of love and praise, 
Which he may do for Jesus' sake." 



THRITY-FIRST MORNING. 

THE RECORD. 
*' To him that overcometh shall be given the crown of life." 
It was St. James the Great who wrote these words, 
or some like them, in his general Epistle, which was 
addressed to all the faithful ; and he himself had so 
much to overcome, and was so sure of his crown, that 
we shall be sure to do right in following his example 
and overcoming our faults. After St. James returned 
from his mission to Spain, he made so many converts 
in Jerusalem, that the Jews plotted ** how they might 
kill him." First they tried to destroy him by incan- 
tations and magic, for as they said of our Lord that 
He worked his miracles by the devil, so now they said 
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the same of his servant St. James. But their wicked 

designs had no effect, and the devils and their be- 

lievers had to fly whenever St. James made the sign 

of the cross. When the Jews said that this plot 

had failed, they soon devised another, and agreed 

with two Roman centnrions to have their soldiers 

ready to seize him one day while he was preaching. 

And it all came about just as they had wished ; for 

while the great apostle was proving that Jesus was 

the Messiah, some of the multitude seemed displeased. 

Then Abiathar, the high-priest, ordered Josias, a 

scribe, to rush on St. James and throw a cord round 

his neck, by which they dragged him unto the presence 

of Herod, the nephew of that wicked one who had so 

mocked and insulted our Lord Jesus in his Passion. 

Herod ordered the apostle to be beheaded, and he 

went forth joyfully to execution, for well he knew 

that in a few short minutes he should behold that 

sweet Face he had been yearning to see for ten long 

years, and receive from those pierced Hands the crown 

of life, which he had promised to " him that over- 

cometh." 

<< And now we fight and struggle, 

But then shall wear the crown^ 

Of pure and everlasting 

And passionless renown." 
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FIRST NIGHT. 

THE INVITATION. 

** Come to me, all you that labour and are heavy laden » and 
I will refresh you : take up my yoke upon you and learn of me, 
because I am meek and humble of heart, and you shall find 
rest to your souls. For my yoke is sweet, and my burden 
Hght." 

As our Lord was resting on tlie well of Sychar, 
commonly called Jacob's "Well, his disciples having 
gone into the city to bny provisions, a woman came 
forth, to fill lier pitcher at the fountain. And Jesus 
asked her to give Him a drink ; but she, knowing He 
was a Jew, said : " How is it that Thou, being a Jew, 
askest of me, who am a Samaritan, to drink P" Then 
Jesus told her, little by little, that He was the 
Messiah, the " promised of nations,*' the " desire of 
the everlasting hills," and He invited her, oh, so 
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lovingly, to come to Him and He would give her to 
drink of the water of life ; and if she was weary, He 
would comfort her and give her rest. 

And this is just what He wants to do for you, little 
ones. He is waiting only until you tell Him your 
wants, to gratify them. 

'* I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

Come unto me and rest ; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon my breast. 
I came to Jesus as I was, 

Weary, and worn, and sad, 
I found in Him a resting-place, 

And He has made me glad." 



SECOND NIGHT. 

RESIGNATION. 
" J^o^.— Thy will be done." 

Among the martyrs of the second century was St. 
Felicitas. Hers was a long, long martyrdom ; for, hav- 
ing seven sons, each of whom was a Christian, she had 
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the pain, which is worse than death to a mother, of 
seeing them, one by one, suffer for their faith. Yet, 
through all, she softly breathed that prayer of our 
Divine Lord's in the Garden of Olives : " Thy will, 
O Lord, not mine, be done." But why do I speak 
first, or even at all, of St. Felicitas, beside that 
Mother of sorrows, whose whole life of anxiety, and 
poverty, and suffering, was one act of conformity 
with God's will. When the Angel Gkibriel announced 
to her the Incarnation, she only murmured : " Fiat, 
thy will be done." Through the thirty years of 
Christ's hidden life at Nazareth, she prayed " Fiat,^* 
knowing the sufferings in store for Him and for her. 
During the three years of his public ministry, she 
said " Fiat** By the cross, in the midst of her great 
desolation, and unutterable woe, she still cried 
" FiaL*^ And when, for more than thirty years, she 
was separated from her Divine Son, He in heaven, 
and she upon earth, her only cry, her only prayer, 
was " Fiat voluntas ttui.** 

"My God, my Father, while I stray 
Far from my home, on life's rough way, 
Oh, teach me from my heart to say, 

Thy will be done." 
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THIRD NIGHT. 

THE HEAVENLY GUARDIAN. 

".His right hand is under my head; and his left hand 
doth embrace me." 

St. Magdalene of Pazzi, a worthy dangliter of St. 
Teresa, distinguished herself by her ardent love for suf- 
fering. However mnch Almighty Grod tried her pati- 
ence, she never wearied or complained ; and the more she 
suffered, the more she longed to suffer. Once she 
was attacked with a violent illness, which caused her 
the most dreadful pain, and one of the Sisters asked 
her where she found her great patience and strength, 
which enabled her not even to speak of her sufferings. 

" See," repHed the saint, as she pointed to a cruci- 
fix which hung at the foot of her bed, " see what the 
infinite love of God endured for my salvation. It is 
that which sustains and strengthens me ; it is that 
which consoles me. When He is near, and embraces 
me, I fear nothing. And, oh, how can anyone com- 
plain of what they suffer, when they behold the 
sufferings of a crucified God ! " 

''Safe in the arms of Jesus, 
Safe in his tender breast, 
There by his love o'ershadowed^ 
Sweetly my soul shall rest.'' 



FOURTH NIGHT. 

LIGHT. 
^* At eventide it shall be light.'* 

Let us try and think of a few of the times when it 
was "light at eventide.*' First, on the night of the 
flight of the children of Israel out of Egypt, when 
the flrst-bom in all the land was slain, and the people 
of God, having finished the Passover, followed Moses 
through the Red Sea. Then, during their wanderings 
in the wilderness, our Lord sent a pillar of fire to 
guide them by night. And, you remember, it was 
light when Joshua, in God's name, commanded the 
sun and moon to stand still in their course. But, 
best of all, it was light at eventide, when Christ, 
' destroying the bonds of death, rose victorious from 
the grave." For, it would have been no good to us, 
if He had only been born and lived, and even gone so 
far as being crucified ; if He had not risen again to 
justify us. " This, then, the night of Holy Saturday," 
this is the night of which it is written : " The night 
shall be enlightened as the day ; and the night is my 
light in my enjoyments." 

Perhaps, little ones, you don't quite see how to 
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apply this, but don't most of yon feel yon can think 
better in the twilight honr ; and does not the light 
from on high shine more brightly into yonr sonls at 
eventide, showing yon the little f anlts of the day, and 
bringing with it grace of pardon and repentance ? 

" Holy Blessed Trinity, 
Darkness is not dark with Thee, 
Those thou keepest always see 
light at evening time." 



FIFTH NIGHT. 

THE SIGN OF THE CROSS. 

'* In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the 
Holy Ghost. Amen." 

Father Azevedo was a Portuguese Jesuit, and was 
martyred with thirty-nine companions on the 16th 
July, 1570. On his way to visit the Missionary 
College at Rio de Janeiro, with the bishop, he begged 
permission, whilst the vessel was becalmed, to go on 
shore and say Mass. When at some distance from 
the ship, the fathers suddenly saw a monstrous whale 
which some fishermen had wounded, coming down 
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on their little boat. Two watersponts ponred from its 
nostrils, and its tail was raised threatening to engnlf 
the little crew in the ocean. Everybody, except 
Father Azevedo, gave themselves np for lost ; but 
he, raising his eyes to heaven, made the sign of the 
Holy Cross before the infuriated creature. Im- 
mediately, the angry whale became perfectly 
quiet, and sinking beneath the surface, showed itself 
no more. 

" Thee, the Almighty King Eternal, 

Father of the Eternal Word, 
Thee, the Father's word supernal. 

Thee, of both, the breath adored. 
Heaven and earth, and realms infernal, 

Own one glorious God and Lord.'* 



SIXTH NIGHT. 

mart's "all." 

** She hath done what. she could/' 
You remember of whom our Blessed Lord gave 
this testimony, don't you ? You have read how on 
the Tuesday in Holy Week (I think it was), St. Mary 
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Magdalene came to the house where Jesus was, and 
brought a box of very precious ointment that she 
might anoint Him. The spikenard was in a pear- 
shaped vessel of alabaster, and, breaking the tapering 
end, she poured forth the contents on his adorable 
Head. 

You recollect how some who stood by murmured 
within themselves because they thought she was 
wasting it, and then how Jesus took her part, and 
told them to " let her alone," that " she had done 
what she could in coming to anoint his body before- 
hand for the burial. 

Last of all, what a splendid promise He made : 
" That this one act of hers should be told everywhere 

in the whole world, wheresoever theGrospel should be 

preached, for a memorial of her." 

Thus, then, you see Jesus does not ask or expect 

impossible things of us ; only that we shall " do 

what we can,^'* 

" Ko wonder, Mary, that thy story 
Touches all hearts ; for there -we see 
The souFs corruption, and its glory, 
It's life and death combined in thee." 
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« SEVENTH NIGHT. 

THE EVENING PETITION. 

" Abide with us, for it is towards evening, and the day is 
far spent." 

That is a beautiful little story of the " Walk to 
Emmaus." On the first Easter Monday, two of 
Jesus' disciples, one of them supposed to be St. Luke 
himself, set out for Emmaus, a town about seven 
miles away from Jerusalem. Naturally, they talked 
of nothing else but the sad and wonderful events of 
the last few days ; reasoning together, and not alto- 
gether sure that Jesus was whom He said He was. 

Presently, another traveller joined them, and, as 
often happens in journeys, they aU got into conV^r- 
sation, and the wisdom and learning of the stranger 
surprised the two disciples so much that they could 
not make out who He was. 

When they arrived at Emmaus, their companion 
" made as though He would go further," but they 
pressed Him so much to be their guest, saying : " Stay 
with us, because it is towards evening, and the day is 
now far spent," that He was fain to go in and sup with 
them. At the meal. He took bread, and blessed and 
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broke, and gave to them. They no longer wondered, 
bnt knew immediately who He was ; bnt He vanished 
out of their sight, and they said, one to another : 
" Was not onr heart burning within us, by the way, 
whilst He spoke and opened to us the Scriptures.'* 

** Abide with me ; fast falls the eventide ; 
The darkness deepens, Lord, with me abide ; 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me." 



EIGHTH NIGHT. 

Christ's true children. 

** He that shall confess me before men, the same also will 
I confess before my Father, which is in heaven.*' 

Constantius, the father of Gonstantine the Great, 
and husband of St. Helena, who had the honour of 
finding the True Cross, though all his life a pagan, 
was not an enemy of the Christians. He learned that 
even among his own household there were some 
followers of Christ, and, in fact, he knew them all. 
One day he sent for them, and putting on a stern 
countenance, and using a harsh voice, said : '^ It is 
true, is it not, that you are Christians ? Come ! con- 
fess it at once." 
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Then, some began to tremble, and fear they might 
be dismissed from their positions, and, perhaps, even 
to be condemned to die ; so, yielding to this fear, 
they denied their faith. 

There were others, however, who connted not their 
lives dear for Christ's sake, and tliey loudly and 
openly proclaimed their belief in Jesus. "Yes," 
cried these ^generous men, ** we are Christians. Christ 
crucified is our God ! " 

Then Constantius said to the cowards : " Do you 
esteem your Gbd so little as to deny Him ? How, 
then, can you be true to me, who am only a man ? 
Begone from me ! " 

The steadfast and brave Christians, however, he 
retained in his service, and said to them : " Be faith- 
ful to your God, and you will be faithful also to me." 

<' How many times with faithless word 

Have we denied his holy name, 
How oft forsaken onr dear Lord, 

And shrank when trial came ! 
Oh oft forsaken, oft denied, 

Forgive our shame, wash out our sin ; 
Look on us from thy Father's side. 

And let that sweet look win *" 
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NINTH NIGHT. 

THE BROOK IN THE WAT. 

<< He shall drink of the brook in the way; therefore shall 
he lift up the head." 

It was night ; I^hink even the moon must have 
hid itself from seeing the agony and bmtal treatment 
of its Creator. Judas had betrayed his Master, and 
the cruel Roman soldiers had bound our dear Lord, 
not only his hands, but his arms, so that He could 
defend Himself in no way. And thus, after they had 
placed a spiked collar round His neck, to which four 
ropes were attached, they dragged Him along the road 
to Jerusalem. Hither and thither they pulled Him 
until they reached the torrent of Cedron, and there 
whether intentionally, or because in their fury they 
knew not what they did, they precipitated our Divine 
Lord into the torrent beneath. And He fell ; fell 
with his adorable face against the sharp, hard stones, 
and thus was fulfilled King David's prophecy : " He 
shall drink of the brook in the way." As the banks 
of the river were steep and high, they dragged that 
meek Lamb until they found a place easy of ascent 
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and there they inflicted new indignities, nor ceased 
until " all was consummated." 

^* I heard the voice of Jesns say^ 
Behold, I freely give 
The living waters, thirsty one, 
Stoop down and drink and live. 
I came to Jesus and I drank 
Of that life-giying stream, 
My thirst was quenched, 
My soul revived, 
And now I live in Him." 



TENTH NIGHT. 

THE WORD OF ST. IGNATIUS. 
*' What shall it profit a man if he gain the whole world and 
lose his own soul ?" 

In the University of Paris, about three hundred 
years ago, there were two students among the many 
hundreds who attended the college. One was a gay 
young Spaniard, and the other a grave^ elderly man 
from the same country. The latter felt a great 
attraction for the younger, whose name was Francisco 
Javiera ; and each time he met him, he repeated this 
text : '* What shall it profit a man, if he gain the 
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whole world and lose his own sonl ?" At first Fran- 
cisco made light of it, and joked among his frienda 
about his countryman, whom, it mnst be confessed, 
he thought a little foolish, always repeating the same 
thing. But, by degrees, the little seed which St. 
Ignatius (for it was he) had so patiently and perse- 
veringly sown, took root, and converted the future 
St Francis X^vier. 

** Nought can I bring, dear Lord, for alllowe, 
Yet let my full heart what it can bestow; 
like Mary's gift, let my devotion prove 
Forgiven greatly, how I greatly love." 



ELEVENTH NIGHT. 

MEECT. 

« 

" And at evening, ere the sun was set, there came unto 
Him the sick and the lame, and the halt and the blind, that He 
might lay his hands upon them and heal them." 

What a beautiful scene that must have been ! Our 
Lord, wearied, perhaps, after a hard day's preaching, 
yet not so tired that He yearned to heal and to bless 
all those who came to Him ere the night fell, whether 
they were sick in body or sad in mind. At the 
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moving of the waters of the Pool of Sfloam, only 
one person wm healed of his infirmity ; but here, in 
OUT Divine Lord's own gracions presence, everyone, 
each and all who desired it, were made whole. And 
before He ascended into heaven. He bequeathed to 
his disciples and their successors this wonderful 
power of working miracles. See how many St. Peter 
and St. Paul, and the other Apostles, cured ; and in 
later times, how St. Francis Xavier,and all those brave 
missionaries who went to India and .America to 
convert the people, collected the sick and the lame, 
and the halt and the blind, around them, especially 
at eventide, that they might heal them. And there 
is the same grace for you, dear children ; for you can 
go straight to the fountain-head, even to our blessed 
Lord Himself, in the holy tabernacles. 

** At even', ere the sun was set, 

The sick, O Lord, around Thee lay ; 
Oh, in what divers pains they met ! ' 

Oh, with what joy they went away ! 
Thy touch has still its ai¥:ient power ; 

No word from Thee can fruitless fall ) 
Hear in this solemn evening hour, 

And in Thy mercy heal us all." 

11 
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TWELFTH NIGHT. 

THE SUPREME LOVE. 

" Whom have I in heaven bat Thee ; and there is none upon 
earth that I desire in comparison of Thee ! " 

One day a lady was visiting an asylum, or home 
for deaf and dumb children, and, in passing through 
the boys' ward, she was attracted by the earnest, 
wistful countenance of one poor little fellow who 
was lame, as well as deaf and dumb. She went up to 
him and found he was writing a copy ; so taking his 
slate from him, she wrote : " Whom do you love best 
in the whole world ? " 

The answer was prompt, and the little lad wrote : 
" Jesus Christ." 

*' Ah, yes," again wrote the lady, " but He is in 
heaven ; after Him on earth, whom do you love 
best ; — ^which of the mistresses or of your school- 
fellows ? " 

Then the little boy took back his slate and wrote 
this most simple, touching reply : " Whom have I in 



Angek* Kisses. 67 

heaven but Thee ? And on earth there is none that, 
I desire in comparison of Thee.'* 



" Jesus, lover of my soul, 
Let me to Thy bosom fly, 

While the billows near me roll, 
While the tempest still is high ; 

Hide me> O my Saviour hide, 
Till the storm of life be past ; 

Safe unto the haven guide, 
Oh, receive my soul at last V 



i« 



THIRTEENTH NIGHT. 

FUTURE HAPPINESS. 

*' Thine eyes shall see the king in His beauty ; they shall 
behold the land that is very far off." 

A great many years ago — ^indeed it must be two 
or three hundred— there lived a little girl who had 
been sent to school in a convent. She was but six 
years old, and, therefore, quite too young to make her 
First Communion. Still she begged very hard to be 
allowed to; and every moment she could she stole 
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away from play or study, to kneel before our Divine 
Lord in the sacrament of His love. Whole days she 
would pass like this, absorbed in earnest, loving 
prayer, until the nuns, qxiite sure that she was well 
prepared for such a solemn duty, thought there could 
be no harm in making an exception in her case, and 
allowing her to make her First Communion. Oh, 
how glad Imelda was when she heard the good news ; 
and we may be sure she did her utmost to prepare 
herself for a worthy reception. Her happiest day 
dawned then, and she received our Lord for the first 
time. After Mass, the nuns left her to make her 
thanksgiving; and, wondering that she delayed so 
long, they went to the chapel, and found the little 
spouse of the Blessed Sacrament — dead ! She had 
died of joy in the arms of her Love ! 

" Lord Jesus, King of paradise, 

Oh, keep me in Thy love, 
And guide me to that happy land 

Of perfect rest above, 
Where loyal hearts and true 

Stand ever in the light, 
All raptare through and through, 

In God 8 most holy sight !*' 



Angels* Kisses, 69 



FOURTEENTH NIGHT. 

FAITHFULNESS, 

** I was glad when they said unto me, let us go into the 
house of the Lord.** 

St. Stanislaus was always a very holy child. From 
hifl earliest years he had given himself without reserve 
to Almighty God; and, as he grew older, he felt 
called to join the Company of Jesus, and to be a 
Jesuit. But his friends, and above all his brother, 
would not hear of his accomplishing his holy project. 
So, very early one morning, he dressed himself in the 
poorest and meanest clothes he could find, and ran 
away from Vienna, intending to go to Rome, where 
he knew there was 2^ novitiate. He was far on his 
road when his brother found out that he had left the 
house, and then he galloped after him ; but without 
success, for as soon as the horses saw the poor beggar- 
man, as his brother thought Stanislaus, God made 
them rear and plunge so much, that their master was 
obliged to return to Vienna. Then St. Stanislaus 
continued his way, thanking God for his deliverance, 
and longing — oh, so much — ^for a church, into which 
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he might enter, and hear Mass, and go to Holy Com- 
mnnion. At last he saw a pretty little chapel by the 
wayside, and, qnite delighted, he ran towards it ; bnt, 
to his great horror and disappointment, when he 
arrived, he f onnd it was an heretical meeting-house, 
or a'place that does not belong to the true Church. 
Then he said to the Blessed Virgin — he was in the 
habit of talking qnite familiarly to her : ^' Ah, my 
Blessed Mother, yon deceived me, and I was so glad 
when I thought I saw a church in the distance." And 
then Our Lady, to reward him for bearing his pain so 
well, sent some holy angels to give him the Blessed 
Sacrament ! 

*< Entering, then, Thy gates with praises. 

This shall be Thine Tsraers prayer ; 
Rise into Thy place of resting, 

Show Thy promised presence there. 
Let the gracious word be spoken 

Here, as once on Sion*s height: 
This shall be My rest for ever,) 

This My dwelUng of delight ! " 
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FIFTEENTH NIGHT, 

LONGING. 

" Thy kingdom come." 

A poor Chinese boy, "who was only about fifteen 
years old, never went to church without beseeching 
the missionary to giye him a little instruction, to help 
him in his daily life. At last he fell dangerously iU, 
and the doctor who was called in gave him a wrong 
medicine, which soon made his parents and friends 
despair of his life. Several heathens, friends of his 
father, came and pressed him to have recourse to 
certain superstitious ceremonies, which, they assured 
him, never failed in restoring health. The poor man 
loved his young son passionatelyji and he was very 
grieved at the thought of losing him. Perhaps he 
might have yielded to such a temptation, had not the 
boy confirmed him in his faith. The young man no 
soonerlieard the counsel they were giving to his father, 
than, gathering all his strength together, he cried : — 
" Let me die, father, let me die, and never have any- 
thing to do with superstition. I prefer death to life, 
if I can only continue to live by offending our Divine 
Lord." A short time after he died, and went to 
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receive in heaven the reward of his pnre faith and 
child-like longing for Ood's kingdom. 



<( 



Thy kingdom oome, God, 
Thy role, O Christ, begin ; 

Break with Thine iron rod 
The tyrannies of sin* 

0*er heathen lands afar 

Thick darkness broodeth yet ; 
Arise, O morning star, 

Arise, and never set.*' 



SIXTEENTH NIGHT. 

PBAISE. 

" Bless the Lord, my soul, and forget not all his benefits.** 

There was a poor old woman who often nsed to 
come to one of the convents of the Sacred Heart for 
alms and food. She was miserably poor, and* very 
old and delicate ; nevertheless^ she was always not 
only contented, but cheerful, and even gay. 

The mother who attended to her said, one day: — 
'' Yon have a great many troubles, Mary, and yet I 
never hear yon complain." 
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"Oh, mother," she cried, "how conld I do the 
like P Sure if I had no troubles, I'd be for thinking 
that onr Lord had forgotten me ! " 

I do not think we have to bless onr Lord for the 
troubles He sends ns, but I am afraid we too often 
forget his benefits. Leb ns think, then, of our birth ; 
how good He was to create us. Let us think of our 
bringing-up: it's not every child, indeed, its only 
the privileged few that He makes children of his 
Sacred Heart, in the sense that we arow Let us think 
of the happy homes He has given us, of the plenty 
which reigns there, and then let us remember pity- 
ingly the hundreds of poor little children who will 
sleep in the streets to-night, with no softer pillow 
than a door-step. 

'* Praise, my soul, the King of heaven, 
To His feet thy tribute bring ; 
Bansomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 

Evermore His praises sing : 
Alleluia ! Alleluia 1 
Praise the everlasting King." 
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SEVENTEENTH NIGHT. 

THE BTERLASTING LOVE. 

" I have loved thee with an everlasting love , therefore, 
with loving kindness, have I drawn thee. Lovest thou Me V^ 

Shortly before our dear Lord ascended into heaven 
he talked a great deal to St. Peter ; for, as He had 
made him head over his Church on earth, he required 
a good deal of instruction: and, when Jesus said: 
" Simon, lovest thou me ? " St. Peter answered : 
" Yea, Lord, Thou knowest that I love Thee." Then 
said Jesus, " Feed my lambs." Three different times 
that same day did our Lord repeat that question; 
three different times did St. Peter give the same 
reply ; and three different times did Jesus give him 
the same injunction to be a good shepherd to the 
sheep He was leaving in his care, and to confirm and 
strengthen them in all good works. The last time 
Jesus asked him, St. Peter was grieved, because he 
imagined that our Lord did not believe him, and just 
a wee bit impatient, too ; for he said : *' Lord, Thou 
knowest all things. Thou knowest that I love Thee.'» 
Then Jesus told him by what death he should glorify 
God ; that he should be led forth whither he would 
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not, and that another shonld gird him, for that he 
wonld not have power to do so himself. And do 
yon know how St. Peter died ? He was crucified 
with his head downwards, not being worthy, he said, 
to die in the same position as his Divine Master. 

<* Hark, my soul ! it is the Lord ; 
*TiB thy Saviour, hear his word ; 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee, 
' Say, poor sinner, lovest thou Me ?* 
Lord, it is my chief complaint, . 
That my love is weak and faint ; 
Yet I love Thee, and adore ; 
Oh, for grace to love Thee more ! " 



EIGHTEENTH NIGHT. 

OUB HELP IN DISC0TJBA6EMENT. 
"In the day of trouble I will be with thee." 

It was one day in the first Easter week, and five 
of Jesus' disciples (Peter, and Thomas, and James, 
and John, and Nathanael, and two others, whose 
names are not given) were together, by the sea of 
Galilee. And St. Peter, who hated idleness, pro- 
posed that they shonld go fishing ; and he had another 
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reason in asking his friends, and that was, {)ecanBe 
they were poor; and so were obliged to work for 
their living. And so all of them went ont in a ship, 
and they toiled all night, bnt caught nothing. Of 
course this discouraged them a good deal ; but, when 
the morning was come, they saw Jesus standing on the 
shore, but they did not know that it was He Himself. 
Then He asked them if they had any meat ; and, 
when they said '' No," He told them to cast their 
net on the right side of the ship, and they should 
find. And truly they drew to land a great multitude 
of fishes. Immediately that they caught so many, 
St. John knew that it was our Lord who had told 
them to cast the net; and, saying so to St. Peter, 
he, with all his old impulsive love, rushed into the 
sea and came to Jesus. 

And in like manner will we go, in all our dis- 
couragements and troubles, " where, alone, help is 
to be found." 

« Friend of the friendless and the faint, 

Where should we lodge our deep complaint ? — 

Where but with Thee, whose open door, 
Invites the helpless and the poor ? " 
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NINTEENTH NIGHT. 

THE ONLY THING JBSUS ASKS. 
** My son, give me thine heart.*' 

Daring the siege of Pampeluna (a city in the north 
of Spain, which the French tried to take many years 
ago), there was a yonng officer badly wounded — so 
severely, indeed, that for months he had to lie on a 
bed of suffering. He could do nothing but read 
during the long, weary hours of convalescence ; and, 
having exhausted the library of the house in which 
he was sojourning, he one day asked if there were 
no more books; and they told him that he had read 
them all, and that only one remained — a copy of the 
bible. 

"Bring it here, then," cried the invalid, "at any 
rate it will serve to pass the time, and it may afford 
me some amusement." 

The bible was brought ; and, while Ignatius 
Loyola (for that was the young officer's name) turned 
over the leaves in a listless, careless manner, his eye 
caught the words which converted St. Francis 
Xavier : " What shall It profit a man if he gain the 
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whole world and lose his own soul?" Deeply im- 
pressed, St. Ignatius pondered and meditated upon 
these words, which were to him a message direct from 
God, asking him for his heart ; and he was generotis, 
was St. Ignatius ; for, following the inspirations of the 
Holy Spirit, he went to 6tudy at Manresaj and thence- 
forward gave, not only his own, but brought thousands 
of other hearts to the loving, suffering Heart of Jesus. 

" Take my will and make it Thine, 
It shall be no longer mine ; 
Take my heart, it is Thine own, 
It shall be Thy royal throne." 



TWENTIETH NIGHT. 

THE ROYAL GUESTS. 
** There was no room for them in the inn.*' 

It was a bitterly cold night ; the snow lay thick 

and white upon the ground, and the stars twinkled 

and glittered by thousands over head. The whole 

town of Bethlehem was full; not a single lodging 

was to be had ; all had been bespoken, and an aged 
man with his wife sought vainly for shelter in the 
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royal city of David. From each door he was tnmed 
away, with the rough, discourteous reply, given even 
before the inmates troubled themselves to inquire, 
" There is no room ; you must go elsewhere." And 
St. Joseph (for it was he), unmurmuring, went on to 
the next place which seemed likely to afford them 
shelter. But it was the same everywhere. 

- At last he came to the outskirts of the town, 
where was situated the only inn, or caravansary, as 
they are called in the East, and there, for the last 
time, St. Joseph knocked. Again he was refused; 
and, as he saw the Blessed Virgin shivering by his 
side, he could not tell what to do. But God took care 
of them; and, as they wandered on, they came to a 
poor, broken stable, and there they entered in. A few 
hours after our dear Lord was born in that mean 
abode, because "there was no room for them in 
the inn." 

Are not our hearts sometimes like that " caravan- 
sary," and do we not often refuse a place therein to 
the Holy Fanuly ? 

** I am not worthy ; cold and bare 
The lodging of my soul ; 
But Thou wilt deign to enter there, 
And speaking, make me whole." 
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TWENTY-FIRST NIGHT. 

THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 

'* I am the Good Shepherd ; the Good Shepherd giveth his 
life for the sheep." 

Do you remember that story of Dayid> when he 
was a young shepherd boy, minding his father Jesse's 
sheep P 

One day a lion came, and wanted to eat np some 
of the lambs, but David risked his own life, and 
broke the lion's jaw-bone. And another day a big 
bear was ninning ofB with some more sheep, bnt 
the conrageons shepherd went after him, and rescned 
the wandering sheep by killing the thief. . And don't 
you think, that in this our Blessed Lord is like David, 
or rather that David resembles our Blessed Lord ? 
David did not die for his sheep, but Jesus Christ 
did die for Misj and herein lies the great difference. 
And what a cruel death our Shepherd died! and 
what ungrateful, wandering sheep and lambs are in 
His flock ! Shall not we, then, the children of His 
Sacred Heart, do our best to console Him, and show 



Angela Kisses. 81 

by onr fidelity that we are grateful for His tender 
love and care of us ? ' 

" The King of love my shepherd is, 
Whose goodness faileth never ; 
I nothing lack while I am His, 
And He is mine for ever. 



TWENTY-SECOND NIGHT. 

FOBQITEKESS. 

1 

" Forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who tres- 
pass against us/' 

That is snch a pretty little story of Joseph and his 

brethren. His father, Jacob, had sent him to them 

at Dothan, where they were minding their sheep, 

with provisions and kind and loving messages ; and, 

instead of receiving him affectionately, and thanking 

him for his long, weary journey, they first cast him 

into a pit, and then they sold him for a small sum 

of money, to some Ismaelitish merchants, who were 

going down into Egypt. Years passed away : at first 

hard ones for Joseph, for he was only a slave in the 

12 
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honse of PotipHar, the captain of the king's guard, 
and then a prisoner nnjnstly accused and condemned ; 
but God looked npon him, and brought him out of 
his misery, and made him more honourable and more 
thought of than ever he could have been in the land 
of Canaan, his native country. Then famine came, 
and those wicked brethren who had sold him, came 
to buy com in Egypt ; and when he had made him- 
self known to them, instead of reproaching them with 
their inhumanity, or uttering an angry word, he tried 
to console them : " Fear not,'' he said, excusing them, 
" ye thought to do me evil ; but God meant it unto 
good." Now, don't you think that was a beautiful 
example of forgiveness ? 

<* Oh ! do you hear that voioe from heaven, 
* Forgive, and you shall be forgiven ? ' 
No angel hath a voice like this ; 
Not even Mary's song of bliss, 
From off her throne can waft to earth 
A promise of such priceless worth.*' 
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TWENTY-THIRD NIGHT. 

OUE LADY OF SORROW. 

*' Behold, and see, all ye that pass by the way, if there be 
any sorrow like unto Mine ! '' 

From the very birth of our Divine Lord, our dear 
Mother, the Blessed Virgin, had " sorrow upon 
sorrow." Simeon, the aged priest who circumcised 
Him, prophesied that a '' a sword should pierce her 
heart," and from that moment she felt its throbbiug 
wounds until the hour of her glorious assumption 
into heaven. But the worst part of her terrible 
sorrow was during those three years of our Lord's 
public life, and especially at the moment of his 
Passion. On the first Holy Wednesday, as they (the 
Blessed Virgin, and Lazarus, and Mary Magdalene, 
and Martha) sat at supper in the little home at 
Bethany, these, his friends, did all in their power to 
persuade Him not to return to Jerusalem, but He 
knew, and She knew, that the cup of sorrow must be 
drained even to the dregs, and that the Son of Man 
must suffer all those things which had been written 
of Him. Let us, then, show ourselves as we pass 
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on onr daily life, her children, as she stands by the 
cross whereon hangs her crucified Son. 

" Who, on Christ's dear Mother gazing, 

Pierced by anguish so amazing, 
Bom of woman, would not weep ? 

Who, on Christ's dear Mother thinking. 
Such a cup of sorrow drinking. 

Would not share Her sorrows deep ? " 



TWENTY-FOURTH NIGHT. 

THE MAN OF SOBROW. 

** He is a man of sorrow, and acquainted with grief.*' 

Try and think, dear little children, of that night so 
long, so very long ago now, on which onr Blessed 
Lord, having institnted the Blessed Sacrament, went 
ont with his disciples to the Monnt of Olives. There 
was an orchard there, and at the borders of the 
garden of Qethsemane he left eight of them, for the 
ninth, alas ! had gone to betray Him ; and taking with 
Him Peter, and James, and John, the three Apostles 
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whom He loved best, He went on further. Then 
He bade them wait there for Him and watch, saying 
these sad, sad words : " My soul is sorrowful even 
unto death ; watch ye, therefore, while I go and pray 
yonder." And going, as He said, He besought his 
Heavenly Father, that the " cup of sorrow might 
pass from Him ; " nevertheless, not My will, but 
Thine be done.'' But He had not the least consola- 
tion, not even from those disciples from whom He 
had every right to expect it ; for, coming tQ them, 
He found them asleep ; " for their eyes were heavy 
with sorrow." At last his Father sent an angel to 
" strengthen Him,'' for, as maw, He could not bear 
the terrible grief and weight which was laid upon 
Him ; then comforted, even ever so little. He went 
forth and met Judas, the wretch who had betrayed 
Him. 

" From pain to pain, from woe to woe, 
With loving hearts and footsteps slow, 
To Calvary with Christ we go. 

See how His Precious Blood 

At every station poors : 
Was ever grief like His ? 
Was ever sin like ours ? " 
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TWENTY-FIFTfl NIGHT. 

THE NAME OF JESUS. 

'' And his name shall be called Jesus, for He shall save his 
people from their sins." 

You remember the story of the esponsals of our 

Blessed Lady, don't you ? How many young men 

were brought to the temple to choose from among 

them one who should be the husband of the holy 

maiden who had just finished her education. And 
how God said that the lot should fall upon the one 

whose rod budded ; and it happened that St. Joseph's 
brought forth the fairest hlies. Then God sent a 
little Son to the Blessed Virgin, and a short time be- 
fore his birth, Joseph was asleep one night, dreaming 
about many tlungs that rather troubled him, when an 
angel of the Lord appeared to him and said: " Joseph, 
son of David, fear not about the things that make 
you anxious, our Lord knows all about them; And 
Mary, thy vnf e, shall bring forth a son, and thou shalt 
caU his name Jesus. For He shall save his people 
from their sins." 

'' How sweet the name of Jesus sounds, 
In a believer's ear ; 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds. 
And drives awaj his fear." 
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TWENTY-SIXTH NIGHT. 

THE NAME OF MART. 
" Thy name, O Mary, is like oil poured out." 

Wliile St. James the Great was preaching in Spain 
he was sometimes very weary after his hard work. 
So one evening^, after a long day's labour, he went to 
pray by the side of the River Ebro, on which Sara- 
gossa is bnilt. It was so cool and quiet there, that it 
quite refreshed him. While he was absorbed in 
prayer, he saw Our Blessed Lady standing before 
him on a jasper pillar, stm-oanded with great multi- 
tudes of shining angels, who sang the sweetest hymns 
he had ever heard. St. James, of course, wondered 
how she could have got there, because she was still 
living at Jerusalem, but seeing that it was reaUy 
she, he prostrated himself before her. Then she told- 
him to build a church in her name on that very spot, 
'* for," said she, " I know this part of Spain will 
always be particularly devout to me ; therefore have I 
taken it under my especial protection." And having 
said these words, both she and the angels vanished. 



88 Angels' Kisses. 

St. James lost no time in obeying Onr Lady, and called 
tlie churcli, Nuestra Senora del PUarj or, Our Lady of 
the Pillar; and to the present day, a chapel with this 
name stands on the same spot on the left bank of the 
River Ebro, and is held in great veneration, not only 
in Spain, bnt thronghoat the whole Christian world. 

'* By the hope Thy name inspiresy 

By our doom, reversed through Thee ; 
Help us, Queen of angel choirs, 
Now and through eternity." 



TWENTY-SEVENTH NIGHT. 

PEACE. 

" He is our peace.'* 

When Maxentius and Gonstantine shared the 
Roman Empire, Maxentins quarrelled with Gonstan- 
tine about something in which Gonstantine felt sure 
he was in the right. So they went to war about it, 
and just before they met, great signs were seen in 



Angels* Kisses. 89 

heaven, which people said portended ill to Maxentins. 
Still Constantine was very anxious, for he had only 
a small army of 40,000 soldiers, while his enemy had 
88,000. He had arrived, then, within nine miles of 
Home, and the next day the battle, which would de- 
cide his fate, was to be fought. It was mid- day ; the 
sun glittered on the helmets of the soldiers whom he 
was reviewing, when, lo, a wonderful sight appeared 
in the sky : A shining cross of bright light was seen, 
and under it were written these words: Sub hoc 
signo vinces ; '* — ^by this sign conquer. And he trusted 
in the vision, and bore as his standard the cross in- 
stead of the Roman eagle, and our Lord, true to his 
promise, gave him a complete victory. 

"Crown Him, the Lord of peace, 

Whose power a sceptre sways 
From pole to pole, that wars may cease. 

And all be prayer and praise : 
His reign shall know no end, 

And round His pierced feet, 
Fair flowers of paradise extend 

Their fragrance ever sweet." 
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TWENTT-EIGHTH NIGHT. 

THE NEYER-FAILING CARE. 

" Into thy hands I commend my spirit ; Thou hast redeemed 
me, Lord God of tmth." 

A short time before the death of St. Martha, the 
sister of St. Lazarus, and St. Mary Magdalene, Jesos 
Himself came to visit her, and He said to her in a 
loving and familiar manner : " Come, my dearest 
hostess, come to Me, for as yon received Me into yonr 
honse on earth, so will I now take yon into Mine in 
heaven." This joyfnl visipn made St. Martha feel 
how nnworthy she was to go int/O heaven. She in- 
sisted on being placed on the hard cold floor, strewed 
with ashes, in a spot where she could look np to the 
sky. While she lay in that posture, holding a cross 
in her hand, she asked somebody to read her the 
account of our Lord's Passion out of the Grospel of 
St. Luke ; and just as they read the words : " Father, 
into thy hands I commend my spirit," she expired, 
and gave up her soul into the hands of her Heavenly 

rather. 

*< Through the long night watches, 
May Thine angels spread 
Their white wings above me, 
Standing round my bed.'* 
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TWENTY-NINTH NIGHT. 

WHITER THAN SNOW. 

** Wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.'' 

Ever so long ago, before even the time when King 
Dayid lived, there was a man called Naaman, the 
commander-in-chief of the army of the King of Syria. 
He was rich, and honourable, and noble, but he was 
a leper. Now there happened to be in his honse a 
Httle serving maid, whom the Syrians had brought 
captive from Israel, and she was grieved that her 
master shonld be stricken with so sore a disease. So 
one day she said so to her mistress, and told her that 
there was a prophet ui her land whom she was sure 
could heal him of his sickness. Of course, Naaman's 
wife told him all that the little maid had said, and he, 
in his turn, told it to the king. Then the king, who 
was very fond of his general, sent him ofE directly 
with gifts and presents to the King of Israel, com- 
manding him to heal his servant, Naaman, of his 
leprosy. But the poor King of Israel could not do 
it — only Almighty God can work miracles — and so, in 
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great grief, he rent his garments and said : '' Am I 
God, that this man hath sent to me, to heal a man of 
his leprosy?" Bnt, when Elisens, the prophet of 
Samaria, heard it, he sent to the king and told him 
to let Naam&n come to him : and when the general 
came, he simply said to him : " Go and wash in 
Jordan seven times.*' Bnt this made l^aaman angry, 
and, as he set ont to return to Syria, one of his ser- 
vants came and said : " Father, if the prophet had 
told thee to do some great thing, wouldst thou not 
have done it ? How much rather what he now saith 
to thee, ** Wash and be clean." So just to please 
them, he went to try. "What was his surprise, then, to 
see his flesh becoming white as snow, like the flesh 
of a little child, and, returning to Eliseus, he stood 
before him and said : '' Of a truth, I know there is no 
other God in all the earth, but only in Israel ! " 

" Blest are the pure in heart, 
For they shall see their God ; 
The secret of the Lord is theirs ; 
Their souls oar Christ's abode." 
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THIRTIETH NIGHT. 

THE CHILDBEN OF THE SACRED HEABT. 

<* I have called thee by name ; thou art mine." 

Ton all know who St. Teresa was, don't yon ? The 
f onndress of the Holy Order of the Reformed Carme- 
lites. Well, one day she was walking along the 
cloisters of her convent, most likely meditating, or 
praying, or engaged in some religions exercise. Jnst 
as she was passing the steps of the chapel, a little 
child came ont. He wore a glistening white robe, 
a cord was tied ronnd His waist, and rays of glory 
issned from His head ; He wore a mystified, nncer- 
tain look, bnt He brightened directly He saw St 
Teresa coming along. 

*' Who art then f *' He said, addressing the saint 
in a sweet, child-like voice. 

"I?** said Teresa, " I am Teresa of Jesns ; " and 
thon, dear little one, who art then ?" 

" If thon art Teresa of Jesns," He answered, gently, 
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'' I am Jesus of Teresa ! " And leaving tlie saint in 
an ecstasy of delight, He vanislied away. 

*' In token that thou ahalt not fear 

Christ crucified to own, 
We print the cross upon thee, here, 

And stamp thee His alone ; 
Thus, outwardly and visibly, 

We seal thee for His own, 
And may the brow that wears His cross, 

Hereafter share His crown V* 



THIRTT-FIRST NIGHT. 

THE ONE THING NEEDFUL. 

"Wherefore, laying aside every weight, let us run with 
patience the race that is set before us, looking unto Jesus, the 
Author and Finisher of our faith.** 

Have you ever seen a foot race P And if yon have, 
did yon remark how Hghtly clothed all the ninners 
are? They throw off everything which weighs 
heavily, or that wonld hinder them in their course. 
Well, jnst the same, eacli one of ns has to ran a race. 
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sometimes a long and weary one ; but it has two great 
advantages wliicli ought to make ns think little, of the 
fatigue. First, it begins with Jesus, the Author and 
Finisher of our faith; and next, there is such a 
splendid prize in store for us; — ^nothing less than life 
eternal !. And now, before saying good-bye, will you 
let me tell you how you may run this race patiently? 
Your life, I daresay, is made up of " small things ; " 
nothing very wonderful ever happens to startle you 
in it, and so you see, it is with the " small things " 
we must be patient. The hundreds of tiny ways in 
which you can help those around you, the kind loving 
word spoken to some one who has annoyed you, the 
lesson well prepared, when perhaps you are tired ; all 
these, and many more like them, go to make up 
the race which Jesus has set you to run. 

You may not think you've done miich, but each is 
one of the " little things " always waiting to be done 
in this world of ours, where rainy days come so 
often, where spirits get out of time, and duty won't 
go hand-in-hand with pleasure. " Little things " of 
this sort are especially good work for little people ; 
and, as I said, the kind thought, the unselfish little 
act, the cheery little word, are so sweet and comfort- 
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able, that nobody can fail to feel their beauty, and 
love the giver, no mattter how small they are. Onr 
mothers do a great deal of this sort of work, unseen, 
unthanked, but felt and remembered long after, and 
never lost, for this is the simple magic which makes 
us children of the Sacred Heart so happy in our 
school life, and binds our hearts so closely together. 
So do the " little things," little ones, that others do 
not see, or are too busy to stop for ; and while doing 
them, without a thought of thanks, make sunshine 
for yourself as well as for others! 

<< All things, all things, hard and easy, 

High and lowly, bright and dark ; 
Nought too poor for me to offer, 

Nought too small for Thee to mark ; 
Health and sickness, rest and labour ; 

Joy*s keen thrill and griefs keen smart ; 
Omnia pro te cor Jesus ! — 

All for Thee, Sacred Heart ! " 



